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MOUNTAIN POEMS 




THE WATER OUZEL 

ITTLE brown surf-bather of the mountains! 
Spirit of foam, lover of cataracts, shaking your 

wings in falling waters! 
Have you no fear of the roar and rush when 
Nevada plunges — 
Nevada, the shapely dancer, feeling her way with slim 

white fingers? 
How dare you dash at Yosemite the mighty — 
Tall white-limbed Yosemite, leaping down, down, over 

the cliff? 
Is it not enough to lean on the blue air of mountains? 
Is it not enough to rest with your mate at timber-line, in 

bushes that hug the rocks? 
Must you ey through made waters where the heaped-up 
granite breaks them? 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Must you batter your wings in the torrent ? 

Must you plunge for life or death through the foam ? 



THE PINE AT TIMBER-LINE 

What has bent you, 
Warped and twisted you, 
Torn and crippled you? — 
What has embittered you, 
O lonely tree ? 

You search the rocks for a footing, 

dragging scrawny roots ; 
You bare your thin breast to the storms, 

and fling out wild arms behind you ; 
You throw back your witch-like head, 

with wisps of hair stringing the wind. 

You fight with the snows, 

You rail and shriek at the tempests. 

Old before your time, you challenge the cold stars. 

Be still, be satisfied ! 

Stand straight like your brothers in the valley, 

The soft green valley of summer down below. 
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